A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
whisky, liquors, port and gin are broken. The gutters
of Ervillers flow with alcohol! Better that than have
it nourish sick Germans back to life in order that
they may come to destroy us again; better still than
flowing down the parched throats of British soldiers
in action, and thus rendering them unfit to take their
places in the stone wall!
Next morning as I walk round the firing line I
see a funny sight, Masses of German infantry, in
close order, are approaching, six hundred yards
away, while men from Middlesex and Wales pump
lead into the human mass, killing by the score.
Never was target like it, perhaps! And the marks-
manship is good, the rapid fire excellent. 'Even the
third-class shots are in their element/ says a subal-
tern to me. The machine guns mow down thousands,
And in each British mouth is a big cigar held at an
angle, in the teeth, while in order to effect a balance,
as it were, on the heads - at an opposite angle, rest
the tin hats. 'Bairnsfather at his best/ I say. We
lost a great deal of kit from shell fire - and Starrett
is upset. 'Your best coat is gone, Sir/ he says. The
men begin to show signs of stress. 'Will relief never
come?' we ask ourselves inwardly, but not aloud.
*Hang on, hang on/ I urge, 'at all cosfsP
The corps commander rings up direct. 'How are
you getting on/ he asks. 'We're on the move/ I
tell him. 'Good heavens, don't say so/ he says,
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